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 Lifting Weights and Drying Dogs 

 

The weight bar warmed the back of her neck. She curled her fingers around the steel, breathed 

in, and squatted. HOLD IT. HOLD IT. Some weird message headquarters in her thighs sent a 

dark acid tang to her salivary glands, which injected the flavour across her tongue. Return 

from the squat, pause, then down again. She made a steam piston sound—pssht—and in the 

mirror a horribly hypertrophied man glanced at her but it was not desire in his eyes. Her 

MuscleBitch™ gloves rubbed on the bar grips. Whole constellations prickled her vision and 

her knees were counting down to explode. Behind her, the plates of a machine slammed 

together. The dull ring of a wet church bell heard at about 4pm on a Sunday—that was what 

the slamming plates always made her think of. It was the same tone that vibrated inside her 

each night, seconds before she fell asleep. 

            Fell asleep. Two years ago, you could have replaced that with passed out. Whether it 

was beer or vodka or dope or a hit of heroin, Tallulah Landon couldn’t fall asleep without a 

lot of something to help her. She couldn’t walk into the day without a shot of tequila, 

sometimes maybe two or three, depending on the season and the angle of the sun, and 

whether she’d let a strange man/woman into her bed again. Re. the heroin—Tallulah met a 

fireman in a pub in Newton Abbot and they got talking and by 1am he was injecting her in his 

flat. As soon as the heroin got in, her brain got very big and became warm water. She did not 

know the man’s name. His flat was tiny, and he had five dogs and the dogs’ hair was all over 

the furniture and there were little puddles of water everywhere from the multiple water bowls’ 

splashings. The place smelt of cigarettes and urine and the plague. Still, Tallulah felt safe here 

and she let him undress her and thinks they did it on the couch while the dogs farted and 

howled and scratched at her nakedness. Around the fireman’s neck was a delicate gold chain 

with a Saint Christopher pendant. The pendant kept striking her chin as he moved on top of 

her. She felt no pleasure down there. None. All the pleasure was in her head and limbs. She 

got nauseated and to stop herself being sick she focused on the Saint Christopher. She’d had a 

friend in school who wore a Saint Christopher and Tallulah always wanted one but her 

mother said it was only for Catholics and they were Church of England. Lying under the 

fireman, she decided she would buy a Saint Christopher ASAP because no one could stop her 

now—she was 43 y/o. She turned her head and vomited off the side of the couch and the man 

did not respond but kept at it, eyes in his skull. One of the dogs smelt what she had brought 

up and began eating it. This was the only time she tried the heroin for she knew if she did it 

again she would be forever gone. 

            This episode was not the thing that changed her. You’d think something like this 

would be the spark, but it wasn’t. The all-day drinking and reckless fucking carried on for 

another year. It was only when she beat up a podgy 13 y/o boy in the number 88 bus on a 
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sleety Tuesday afternoon that Tallulah knew she had to make drastic changes otherwise who 

knows what might happen to her. As far as she recalls, the boy deserved it. He called her 

something unrepeatable and spat at her so she snatched his throat and forced his head so hard 

against the window it cracked and the glass looked sort of pretty, the way it held itself 

together in lots of small and almost uniform shards. It didn’t matter that the boy called her 

that and spat at her because Tallulah arrived at the police station reeking of booze and even 

pissed in a pot plant near the booking desk. When the boy’s mother arrived—wearing a 

plastic bag as a raincoat—she attacked Tallulah with her umbrella and also called her 

something with the c-word in it and everyone, the mother, the boy, the police, the bystanders, 

everyone looked at Tallulah with disgust as if she was the one that. 

            As long as Tallulah lifted weights 4-5 days a week the trouble stayed away. There was 

the trouble caused by the man who’d introduced her to weightlifting, but she had no control 

over that. What she could control was her lifting regime and her diet. She did this by 

transferring the same obsessive and alienating energy into her exercise she’d stuffed into her 

previous reality. Now, instead of the sodden, low-hanging despair she’d experienced when 

she ran dry or went to bed with a woman with anchor tattoos on her tits, she experienced guilt 

and self-loathing when she missed a day of gym. Because of this addiction, in eighteen 

months she had replaced 3 stones of fat with 1.5 of muscle. Looking clean and presentable 

and not slurring had also landed her a permanent job at the Oh My Dog! dog parlour in 

Exeter, where it became immediately clear that her great, hitherto undiscovered talent was to 

hold still dogs of all sizes while they were being washed. Tallulah was also in charge of 

drying the dogs. She used a high-velocity hairdryer whose turbine was so loud she had to, by 

regulation, wear factory-style ear muffs, which were red and blocked out the whole world for 

a good part of her working day. When people weren’t looking, sometimes she spoke quietly 

to herself. Because she couldn’t hear, she felt words in her mouth for the first time in her life 

and she liked the shape of certain words and also discovered that words had textures and 

flavours. 

            Lifting weights and drying dogs kept her mind off things. These activities forced her 

to focus on the pain in her muscles or the touch of a dog’s coat and the feeling in their eyes, 

which, apart from her mother’s, Tallulah found to be sadder and more complex than any 

human eyes she had looked into. The parlour was behind a large window so that 

owners/shoppers could watch the dogs getting washed and dried. Sometimes Tallulah waved 

at people watching through the glass but they didn’t see her. It was as though they saw only 

the dog and not the person treating it, or they saw the person but considered them irrelevant 

because they were looking through the window for the joy of seeing a dog being blow-dried, 

not to wave back to a stranger. Byron Bardsley was the man who got her into weightlifting. 

He first took her as a guest to the gym that later blacklisted him for vandalising a faulty 
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machine during one of his steroidal rages. It was only three weeks ago that she’d come home 

to find him sitting in her living room. Before she knew what to do he was grunting and 

shaking on top of her and when he finished he backhanded her across the face and pushed her 

against the wall. He kept asking if she liked it and Tallulah replied yes, not because she was 

scared to say no but because she did. His weight on her, the frightening strength of his grip, 

his rapid thrusts—Tallulah fought and screamed and cried over all these things but her 

skeleton would not let her deny that she found it pleasurable and she throbbed and came and 

throbbed and came, not wanting to but absolutely wanting to. Byron wiped his mouth with his 

fist and said he could smell it on her and his eyes were wide and glistened when he said this 

and spat on her thighs. It was the fourth time he had done this since Tallulah ended things. 

They’d met in a moldy casino, hopeless and out of their minds, and for the first few months 

everything had been really good. He did road maintenance for the council and they got 

together almost every night, at his place or hers. Tallulah liked him because he was big and 

had a glossy head with a scar on it from when someone hurled a brick at him. He pruned his 

pubic hair and made her laugh with bawdy jokes and Alan Partridge impressions. They ate 

microwave meals and drank and watched TV on the sleeper couch. No matter if he’d just 

come from work, or been to the gym or had a shower, Byron smelt of a Sports Direct store—a 

sort of warm rubbery waft—and Tallulah was always pushing her nose against him for a 

whiff. 

            Five months into their relationship, in a caravan park in Teignmouth, Byron asked 

Tallulah to marry her. They were eating bacon and eggs on the fold-out table and Tallulah 

saw the ring embedded in her baked beans. Byron put the ring in his mouth to suck off the 

sauce and placed it on her finger. In the morning, she got up early and walked in the park and 

the sun was just coming up and there was dew on the grass. She saw a brown buzzard perched 

on a pole and she watched it for a while. Just before it took off, the buzzard turned to look at 

her and Tallulah felt her body pulse and burn. The park was quiet and Tallulah studied her 

ring and turned it around her finger. She wished her mother was alive so she could tell her the 

news. She would not tell her father and he would definitely not walk her down the aisle. 

When she got back to the caravan Byron was still asleep. She made a cup of tea and watched 

him. He was naked and lying on his stomach and the sheets were past his arse, which had a 

freckle on the right cheek. She considered him, understanding this was the man she would 

call her husband. At school the girls and boys had teased her for being big—they called her 

Ta-loser—and she spent many moments in the years after wondering if she would ever 

secure a man’s prolonged affection. This was why she sometimes took up with women—they 

didn’t care that she was big and square-jawed, they even liked it. Also, no woman would 

remind Tallulah of her father, whereas there seemed to be elements of him in every man she 

met. Byron had elements—the way he hung his fluorescent work vest over a dining chair, 
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how he lifted his index finger when he held a can of beer—but they were not sources of 

attraction inside Tallulah, they were not noises he made in bed or the structure and 

appearance of his cock, so that was okay. You are my husband. I will be Tallulah Bardsley. 

And she couldn’t stand still. She kissed him gently on the cheek and when he opened his 

eyes, she told him she loved him. 

 

 

Within six weeks of the engagement, what sweetness existed between Tallulah and Byron 

depleted in rapid and unexpected ways. Tallulah still had her own place and some nights he’d 

arrive drunk or come over without telling her first. Most of the time he’d be in his overalls 

and smell of rust and cement. Tallulah didn’t have to do much to provoke him—he’d just fall 

through the door and start calling her a bitch and accuse her of trying to imprison him. Those 

times when she pointed out she’d put no pressure on him to propose, he chuckled and burped 

and said that’s because women are conniving and manipulative geniuses. The first time she 

tried to push him out the front door was when he started throwing her around the place. He 

didn’t actually hit her; he’d shove her onto the couch and each time she got up he pushed her 

down again. Or he’d straddle her and choke her a bit, looking down at her with thirsty eyes 

and a slack mouth glistening with gob. When she kicked and squirmed and slapped his arms, 

Byron threw his head back and laughed and after a few minutes Tallulah laughed too and 

that’s when she’d turn over and let him screw her. 

            When Tallulah was a teenager, she and her mother liked to speculate about the man 

Tallulah would one day marry. They lit candles, put on the radio and locked the door so Dad 

wouldn’t come in the room. Mother said the man should be rich and handsome and 

powerful—Mr. Darcy without the arrogance and moodiness. Tallulah agreed that a 

rich/handsome man was the dream, but she didn’t really feel this way. She could only 

envision a man who loved her and held her love and that was it. Any physical ideal she tried 

to picture immediately turned Francis Baconish—a swirling blur of features and 

exposed meat. In her mother’s face she saw the years spent with Father—deep crescent slices 

under the eyes, diluted irises and downcast mouth and cheeks—and did not wish to erode her 

fantasies about the life she could have lived and the life her daughter still might. Tallulah saw 

no reason to tell her the things Father had been doing to her since she was 11 y/o. She would 

be the perfect wife, she said. I’ll cook and wash and make sure there’s a fresh pint waiting for 

him when he gets home from work. Even if our house is small, I’ll keep it clean and paint the 

walls and make it colourful and lovely. But you’ll marry a rich man, Mother said, and 

Tallulah said oh yes, I forgot. I won’t have to do any of those things, except maybe for the 

pint. And then they stopped talking and their shadows boinged all over the room and they 

could hear Father stomping around and clattering plates in the kitchen. 
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            Tallulah wasn’t sure if what Byron did to her was rape. There were minutes when it 

felt like it, like when she couldn’t move and Byron had his hand over her mouth to stop her 

from spraying in his face. But then she’d make eye contact with him and spot something. 

Looking into his eyes during those moments was like looking through a very long black tube 

about the shape and size of a one pound coin. The tube stretched on and on and at first it was 

as though there was no end to it and that it was only blackness, but Tallulah had learned that 

if she angled the tube in such a way, she could see an end to it, and at its end was a dim light 

and the strobed movement of faces and feet and a voice calling her name. She could not tell if 

it was her dead mother’s voice because it was too far away but assumed it probably was. 

When this happened it did not seem like rape, but rather something in her destiny, as if some 

part of her was on this earth to let men do this to her and be all right with it. 

            Their best times were at the gym. Byron had been bodybuilding since he was a 

teenager so knew all the ways to train and eat. Tallulah loved being in the gym with him, 

loved the way other men and women looked at his muscles, loved hearing his voice counting 

down her reps, loved his hand on the small of her back when she deadlifted. They encouraged 

each other and admired each other’s progress. Afterwards, they got into the car still sweating. 

Byron’s Sports Direct scent filled in the cabin and when they kissed, their chocolate or vanilla 

protein shakes flavoured their tongues. Often, when they got back to his or her flat, they’d 

undress and either do it on the couch or in the shower. They loved their own bodies and 

worshipped each other’s, and afterwards they traced the lines of favourite muscles or 

examined a new cut or bulge. Still now, when Tallulah drinks her protein shake, she thinks of 

Byron and those drives back home, when the car was charged with their destructive desire 

and what she believed was real love. 

            It isn’t what you think—Tallulah didn’t end things with Byron because she’d had 

enough of him chucking her around. Tallulah isn’t sure that feeling ever arrived. What ended 

it was when Quentin, the young the barman at their regular pub, said he’d seen Byron in a 

booth, making off with two girls. Tallulah was more furious at Quentin for telling her this 

than she was at Byron. She didn’t show it because Quentin was young and probably thought 

he was doing the decent thing, plus Tallulah suspected Quentin liked her—he was always 

giving her free drinks and once bought her a teddy bear key ring which Tallulah hid in her 

underwear drawer. Tallulah was sorry for Quentin on both counts for she understood that his 

decency would become a shortcoming, and that he would feel cheapened by his feelings for 

her if he knew who she really was.            

For a week, Tallulah pretended she didn’t know about the girls. She decided that 

though it had happened, Quentin hadn’t told her so what did it matter? She wished to occupy 

this reality, and even made Byron her famous lasagna and practiced reflexology on him. The 

way Byron held her and kissed her when he was sober, and the fun they had at gym, Tallulah 
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wondered if Quentin had lied so he could get with her, which of course meant he wasn’t very 

decent at all. But then one night Byron fell asleep watching TV and his mobile phone went 

off. Tallulah checked and saw an emoji-laden message from someone named Tina, referring 

to Byron as a big naughty boy and would he like to put his finger inside her again. Tallulah 

read the message four or five times, checking to see it actually said what it said and that she 

wasn’t making a mistake. Then, with all the force of her newly developed arm/shoulder 

muscles, she threw the phone at Byron’s head. There was a dull crack as the phone struck his 

skull, and the phone trampolined into the air—it travelled higher/further than Tallulah 

imagined—and tumbled in a clumsy, chunky way along the floor before coming to rest at the 

arm of the TV unit. Byron woke up swatting his hands and Tallulah knew there was still time 

to pretend he’d dreamt about being struck on the head, though she realised there would be 

a dent/bruise where the phone’d struck him, so there was no going back from what she’d 

done. As he dribbled into full consciousness, Byron clutched his head and checked his fingers 

for blood. 

            “What the fuck?” he said. “What the fuck just happened?” 

            Tallulah was standing over him. 

            “Did you just?” Byron said. “Did you just hit me?” 

            “Your phone. I threw your fucking phone at you.” 

            “Why? Fuck, it really hurts. Fuck’s sake.” 

            “Tina.” 

            Tallulah didn’t know the woman, had never seen her, but she hated her name. It was 

the name of a hairdresser who chewed fruity gum and took selfies and had a home full of 

hearts and angels and trite sayings written on miniature chalk boards hanging by pieces of 

rustic string. Tina in the mouth was a sour shape with the texture of Kalamata olives soggy 

with brine. 

            Byron’s brow mangled with mock surprise and confusion. 

“What do you mean?” he said. “Who’s Tina?” 

            Tallulah wondered if she’d read the name wrong. 

            “The woman you’re fingering. She just sent you a message, and I saw it.” 

            In Tallulah’s head, the conversation sounded like two people in a room upstairs on a 

Skype call to a relative in Australia—all randomly comprehensible words and muffled 

diphthongs. It was the same way voices had sounded when she was in the police station after 

she’d assaulted that fat homophobic boy. This was the last thought she had before waking up 

in a room of curtains in A&E. A Polish nurse told her someone had called the police to her 

flat after they heard screaming and banging. By the time they got there, Tallulah was strewn 

on the carpet with her jeans and underwear at her ankles. Her nose was broken and X-rays 

showed a cracked eye socket (right). One of her incisors was missing. Neither police nor 
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paramedics could find it, and when Tallulah sat on the toilet the next day she heard a 

porcelain tink in the bowl and knew. She didn’t press charges.  

            The break-up was non-violent only because a policeman came to Tallulah’s flat the 

day Byron came to pick up his stuff. Also, when Byron saw what he’d done to his fiancée’s 

face, he sobbed and fell to his knees but the policeman told him to fuck off please sir and 

Tallulah hurried to her room and realised by how much it hurt that your face uses a lot of 

muscles to cry. From the window she watched Byron pack his car with DVDs, shakers, three 

containers of Eff Off™ Mass Builder and some of his weights. Tallulah wanted to rush out 

and tell him it was okay, that she forgave him, but was embarrassed by what the policeman 

would think so she stood back from the window so Byron wouldn’t see her. She sat on the 

bed, clutching her knees, until the vulgar after-market exhaust on Byron’s Ford Mondeo 

faded and she was alone again. 

 

 

After her workout, Tallulah sat in the sauna. Before she got into lifting, she’d never have 

gone into a sauna even with a swimming costume on; these days she got undressed by her 

locker and walked to the sauna, deciphering her nudity in the mirrors she passed on the way 

there. Her shoulder muscles were hacked into intricate V’s, her stomach was flat and taut, her 

thighs were multiple and her arse was a machine. She still had tits. A lot of girls who lifted 

lost theirs to muscle, but she’d always had biggish ones so they were still there, a 

little smaller but more lively. She liked the slap of her feet on the changing room floor and the 

air’s dust of talcum powder. 

            Alone in the sauna, Tallulah leant back and stretched out her legs. This was the best 

part of working out—lying down afterwards when the muscles were fatigued and your heart 

was thudding away. Tallulah’s muscles were still solid and full of blood and she traced her 

fingers along her shoulders and triceps, down her stomach and along her thighs. She coiled 

her fingers in her pubic hair and put her hand between her legs, nothing sexual, just a hand 

there because. She thought about where she might be if she’d never met Byron Bardsley. 

Most likely in the pub, doing vodka shots with someone who was paying for them in 

exchange for any carnal act Tallulah could offer. Who knows—maybe she’d have hooked up 

with Saint Christopher again and be living in a cardboard box on the high street, helping old 

people with their change. Instead she was muscly and fit and could tell some women envied 

her, not because she was beautiful and might steal their boyfriends—she wasn’t and 

couldn’t—but because she looked powerful enough to take a man down. And she probably 

could take down certain men, men who weighed considerably less than her and weren’t 

vicious and/or demented. But she could never take down Byron. She would never attempt to 

because if she nearly prevailed, if she and Byron got surprised by how strong all this lifting 
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had made her, he would hit harder and Tallulah had worked out that if Byron hit her 20% 

harder than he usually did, she wouldn’t survive. Still with her hand between her legs, 

Tallulah pictured Byron, pictured him doing whatever he was doing right now, walking 

around somewhere, perhaps with Tina. Every time she left the gym she expected to see him 

standing there in a damp shadow. It’s why before leaving she usually waited in the lobby for 

one of the big guys and walked out a little way behind or next to him so that Byron would 

think he was her boyfriend. For the days when a big guy was too long in coming, she had a 

small pepper spray in her tog bag. After he’d shown up in her living room three weeks ago, 

she’d had the front door lock changed at great expense and looked at the price of a taser but 

couldn’t afford one. She’d also considered getting a dog but the landlord wouldn’t allow it 

and she believed Byron wouldn’t hesitate to slay a dog to have her again. That he hadn’t 

showed up in three weeks or even texted worried Tallulah. She would have preferred if he 

rattled her door in the middle of the night, or left threatening letters, or sent videos of himself 

doing obscene things; at least then she would know where he was. 

            Sometimes she wondered if Byron and their relationship was as bad as she 

remembered it to be. She couldn’t forget the image of him crying on his knees after he saw 

her fucked up face, nor the slow, diligent way he packed his belongings into his car. He had 

his moments, sure, but there was another side to him that was gentle and romantic. He never 

said much about his past and when Tallulah asked fleeting questions about his parents and 

childhood he closed up or got angry. The way he’d proposed so quickly showed how much he 

wanted to love and be loved, just like she did. But then why, in the days after she’d said yes, 

did it all start to crumble? And why, if he loved her that much, did he finger those two girls at 

The Fox & Biscuit? Tallulah asks herself these things over and over in bed  

tonight, 

       before the wet church bell brings an inner-end 

                                                                                                                                to her day 

and 

she splits into the dreams that have not varied since her childhood. A gruel of faces 

all belonging to Father but none of them his. Crowded, bobbing heads, laughing but not 

because anything is funny, laughing because of what they know and what they know they 

know and can do and are about to do. To her. A sea of men wearing Argyle sweater vests and 

nothing more, their boyish bottoms clammy with their unwipedness and their stubby cocks 

leaking and their balls a lump of octopuses, dead, almost dead, rising up and down with the 

men’s lager/peanut infused breaths. As she dreams she knows she is dreaming and is aware of 

tiny black figures scurrying around her bed. These figures know they’re not quite tall enough 

to reach the top of the mattress so they play chasing games with each other around her bed, 

but they’re not doing it to entertain themselves they’re doing it to frighten her. She cannot 
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open her eyes and the black figures are skidding on the floor with their chasing and now 

they’re in her brainwaves, rushing by like frantic traffic, the traffic of the apocalypse when 

everyone’s trying to escape from the blood moon and she is the only one without a car or a 

lift, the only one with no one, and she’s stranded roadside, watching the cars shoot by, not 

one, not one, not one, stopping to help her. And she knows she’s dreaming so she shouldn’t 

be scared and she should hurl herself into the speeding cars because she’s dreaming but also 

what if she isn’t dreaming? She can’t really say for total sure. It feels weird down there, 

Daddy, like when I trapped my finger in the kitchen drawer and it throbbed all day. But she 

lets him and their voices are in the bathroom and through the window she can see a sky whose 

clouds rush with crows and seagulls. It feels funny. Their sounds are the bluish tiles on the 

wall, all cold and shiny and shaped like screams. The stink of his pipe and his fingers on the 

pipe the same the fingers as what he puts. His tongue white and cracked and columns of 

saliva attached with cords from the roof of his mouth. The house shudders and in the dream 

toilet there is a dead mouse. It’s drowned on its back with its little face and its little open eyes 

staring up through the piss. Tallulah can’t understand it—she always remembers to close the 

toilet seat each night in case this happens. She knows it must have slipped in and spent who 

knows how long trying to get up the sides and dropping back into the water until eventually. 

She knows this but can’t bear to think about it, to picture it, and the more she tries not to think 

about it and picture it the more she thinks about it and sees/hears the brown field mouse 

clawing at the white porcelain, wondering when it’ll all stop or someone will come scoop him 

out. She doesn’t know what to do so she flushes it and at once realises she should have stuck 

her hand in the toilet water to retrieve the scant body and bury it in the garden. If she is 

dreaming this, she can make this disappear, make it unhappen, and when 

she 

            wakes 

she wakes wondering what woke her. On the wall near the door is the tiny square red bloom 

of the towel heater switch. This is the only light. She wants to reach over and turn on the 

bedside lamp but she doesn’t move because there’s a corner near the window that is different 

in its darkness. 

            “Byron?” she says. 

            Her voice is mostly breath so the word, the name, is barely Byron. The darkness is 

still, but shoulder-shaped. Her heart is in her brain, it is her brain, hammering. Under her 

tongue sits a hundred coins, dirty and cool and ringing. She can hear the wall clock ticking. 

Wall clocks should not tick when the shadow of a man is standing in a room’s corner. 

            “Byron. Tell me it’s you.” 

            … 

            “You’d better come out. I’m not afraid. I’m telling you, I’m not afraid.” 
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            She sits up, moves. She senses her body. She mind-traces it from her feet all the way 

up. Calves, quads, abdominals, chest, arms, shoulders. She discerns their solid weight digging 

into the world, bending space-time. She waits for her forlorn, searing heart to tell her when 

and—WHEN—she hurtles towards the gloom and she is suddenly there, actually there, 

making contact with him but it’s not him, it’s not him because he’s smaller and there’s no 

whiff of Sports Direct or cement and tar and he’s smaller than she is and in the epidermal 

murk she can feel who because of the tobacco lips and stumpy fingers, some rabid remnant 

bat sense is showing her these things, showing her him and he wheezes and stumbles and 

swats not expecting her size after all these. 

           When Tallulah lands a blow on his stomach, she hears the belt buckle and knows who. 

He tries to grab her arms but they’re everywhere—stomach, ribs, shoulders and face. With a 

balloon shock his face gets hit and he falls backwards into the corner—a hollow crash—and 

she gets on him and carries on because now it’s just his head propped against the wall like a 

clown punch competition and his neck cannot withstand the force of Tallulah’s fury and she’s 

knocking it from side to side and the side that’s not being hit by her fist is being slammed into 

the wall like this, and even in the dark the blood is red and rife and it’s all over his face and 

her hands all over and she can smell it and knows it’s her own, that it’s the blood that comes 

from her and the blood she comes from. 

            She’s done when he is no longer making a sound and when she’s done, she gets off 

him and turns on the light. Dead, she says. Dead dead dead. But when she says it it’s like 

when she’s wearing the ear muffs at Oh My Dog!—she doesn’t hear the word but feels it and 

tastes it and the word is strawberry-shaped and as light and formless as rain. The red spatter 

on the walls has, in its absent spaces, formed the shape of his head and the tops of his 

shoulders in white, for his head has dropped now and blood is dripping onto him. She runs 

through the hall, out the front door and into the street. It is quiet and she can see her breath. 

Her t-shirt and pajama bottoms are Pollocked with fluid. She keeps running. No one is awake. 

There’s no one in the world. 


